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CHAPTER VL
As | was on my way down 1o break-
fast a little after 1. 1 met one of the

bell boys with a telegram which he
had been on the way to bring to my
door,

“So sorry mnot to have seen you
yesterday,” the words ran “Wildred
has come to town, bringing my Tg-
gage. on receipt of a wire from me,
sayinz I have just heard important fi-

nancial business, ealling me to Ameri-
<a at once. Has told me of your visit.
Very vexed can't keep engagement
with you to-night, and that this must
after all be farewell, as 1 am leaving
immediately for Southhampton by boat
irain. Good-by and good luck to you.
Will write you soou from other side,
addressing Savoy Hotel. Yours, Har-
vey Farnham.”

1 cannot say that I felt any very
deep disappointment at th: thought
that 1 would not see my friend from
the States again. But I bad a serioug
sense of uneasivess, and an inexplica-

ble impression that In some undefined
way I had done him an injustice or
been careless of his interests, though,
in reality, I was very sure I had done
nothing of the kind.

Still, I conld not shake off, the feel-
ing, and with an odd restlessness upon
me I started almost immediately after
breakfast for 2 long walk. !

As I pursued my way slowly, idly
Rooking at those who passed, there was
a flash of red-gold hair as a slender
figure in dark gray cloth shot by, and I
knew, with a guickening of my heart-
throbs, that I had seen Miss Cunning-
ham.

She was going very well, and I was
admiring her pretty back with its girl-
ish shoulders and slim tapering waist,
when suddenly a woman, riding in the
opposite direction, swerved across the
road on her wheel, before Miss Cun-
ningham had been given time either to
slacken her speed or turn out of the

ay.

A collision was inevitable, and with-
out waiting for it to happen, as | knew |
it must in another instant, I ran rur-i
ward with great springing strides.

It was all over before I could reach ,
the place. Both had fallen, and sev-
=eral passers-by on wheels had stopped
and collected in so close a group that
I could not see whether one or bath
kad been seriously injured.

In less time than it takes in telling,
however, I had elbowed my way
through the well-meaning crowd to
find Miss Cunningham sitting on the
edge of the grass nursing a twisted
ankle, her lovely face looking white |
and troubled.

SHE COVERED HER FACE AND BROKE
INTO A STORM OF TEARS.

The cause of the accident was al-
ready on her feet, and in the midst of
such voluble apologies and explana
tions that I could only conclude she,
at least, had suffered slightly.

“Miss Cunningham,” 1 said, warn-
ing the girl of my presence: and she
looked up with a tremulous little cry
of surprise and, perhaps, relief.

“Oh, I am so thankful!” she exclaim-
ed. “I was just wondering what 1
&houid do. But—but you will help me
I know.”

“If you will let me.” I responded,
rather too eagerly. “I saw the aceci-
dent from a distance. I hope you are
not much hurt.”

“I don't gquite know,” she said rue
fally

“I'm afraid I can’'t walk!” she warn
end me, laughlng nervously.

“0f course not. A cab's the thing,
with the Invallded bike on top. But
may I be with you? I don't see how it
is possible to let you go by yourself.”

“It will be very unconventional, wont
1t? she smiled. “But there are times
when conventionalities must be thrown
aside, and I shall be gratefu! If you'll
take care of me and do all the plan
ning, please.” Then, woman-like, gon-
tradicting her own last sentence, she
went on: “But [ don’t see how we can
manage about & cab. Of course, there
wont be any here, and—I don't very
much want to be left gitting here all
alone.”
| “And you shall not be, for a moment,
I said, joyfully even at this small sign
that my presence was not actually dis-
agreeable to her. “There are plenty of
people who will call a cab for us.”

And I proceeded to put my statement

to the proof.
! Within five minutes an unusuvally
presentable four-wheeler had appeared
| upon the sceene, the unfortunate bi-
eycle had been handed up on top, and
|the young lady had been tenderly
helped inside.
I “Tell him just to go on slowly for a
few minutes while we talk things
over,” she commanded, more cheerful
ly. “Do you know, Mr. Stanton, after
all, I begin to hope my ankle is not so
badly hurt; and though, as I told yon,
I shall be in a sad scrape when I get
home, and have to confess, stily, there's
a spice of adventure in all of this that
appeals to me, rather. It's a very long
time since I have had an adventure of
any kind.”

Poor child; she little gucssed how
many awaited her behind the lowered
curtain of the future!

» “Never have I had one which would
whelly delightful,” | lisldly said,

'in a low, unsteady voice,

“Oh, It Is really not o dresdful.” She
blushed brightly, but when the lovely
rose tint faded it left her pale even to
the lips. “Let us talk,” she went on
more sedately, “about the way in
which you are to get me out of my dif-
ficulty—for I think you have promised
to do that.”

“Suppose, then,” 1 suggestod , “that
you allow me to take you at
once to a doctor, who will examine
your ankle. and perhaps be able to an-
noint it with some healing lotion which
may prevent the limping you so dread.
There used to be a man in this neigh-
borhood whomnm I knew by reputation
when I was in England last. ‘I remem-
ber street and number, and It's not
very likely that he has moved away.”

“A good Ided.” she exclaimed: but,
though she tried to speak brightly,
even merrfly, 1t was plain to see that
she was suffering a good deal, whether
more physically or mentally I eould
not tell.

1 put out my head and gave direc
tions to the cabman, and when I drew
it in again to glance anxiously at the
face which already 1 so passionately
loved, 1 saw that it was even whiter
than before.

“Miss Cunningham,” I exclaimed
“you have made nothing of your pain,
but I know that you are ill—that wou

are suffering.”

“I am very foolish' she answered,
“It Isn't my
ankle, though of course that hurts a
little, but I think it must be the shock,
which 1 didn’t realize at first. 1 felt
quite bright until a moment ago, but
Euddenly I am all weak and trembling.
The truth is. Mr. Stanton, I wasn't fit
to be out this morulng, especially alone
and I didu't come simply from sheer
bravado, as you might think, and for
the sake of doing what I'd been told
not to do. I—I felt as though I must be
out in the air and (n wotion. I didn’t
sleep last night, and [ dide't est any
breakfast this morning which may part-
ly account for this silliness of mine,
perhaps. I thought I should feel better
out of doors, but it seems that nothing
in the world can do me any good.
Everything I attempt must always end
in disaster, and —oh, Mr, Stanton, 1
am so very, very unhappy aud miser-
able!™

To my amazement and distress she
covered her face with her littie gloved

hands and broke into a storm of sob-
bing.

CHAPTER VII.

“What can I say—what ean I do? 1
stammtred. “If there was only some
way in which it might be possible for
me to help you.”

“Ah, Ir—if!" she echoed desolately
“Don’t you think it strange that,
though we scarcely know each other—
though this is only our second meeting,
and quite by chance. 1 turn to you
with such a confession? I am ashamed
now"—and she impetuously dashed her

qirs away with o toy of a handker
hief.  *“But the words spoke them-
svlves before I could stop them. You
=ve, 1 have no one to talk to— no one
fo advise me. I think I must be the
loneliest girl in all this big pre-occu
pied world.”™

“I should have,thought you would
have more friends than you could keep
within bounds,” I said hotly.

“Friends? Has any one maay friends?
I have plenty of acquaintances, but I
think no friends. Let us not talk of
this any more, though, Mr. Stanton. 1
have forgotten myself.”

“Forgive me—I can't obey you,” 1
protested. *“Just one word. As you
sald, this is only ovr second meeting,
and I have no right to ask a favor of
You, yet | am going to do it. I beg of
You, as [ never begged anything before
that you will forget how short a time
we have known each other, and that
you will take me for a friend—a friend
in the truest and best sense of that
good, much-abused word. I swear to
you that you would ind me loyal."

“I believe that I should find you 80,”
she anawered falteringly. *“And, oh,
how I do need a friend—though you
may think me disloyal to say timt,
when I have a hom: with those Who—
have meant to be kind to me.” Her
eyes had dropped, but now she raised
them again and met mine earnestly.
“Yes,” she exclaimed—“yes, I will
have you for a friend.”

“Then wont you begin making use
of me at once?' 1 pleaded with an
eagerness 1 could no longer disguise,

“I—am I not making use of you
now? Ah, I know what you mean! You
mean I am to tell you the things which
I have let you see are troubling me?
But much as I need help and advice,
could I do that ndéw, so soon? You
must already think me a very strange
girl—half mad, perhaps. Well, I have
had almost enough of late to drive me
mad. Some time, in a few days maybe,
when we know each other a little
better, I—. But the man Is stopping.
We have come to the doctor’s you
spoke of, I suppose?”’

Dr. Byrnes was to be seen. 1 intro
duced Miss Cunningham to him, des-
cribed the accident, and left him with
ber to do what he conld for the injured
ankle. Afterward I had still the joy of
driving to Park lane with her In
anticipation.

1 was only called when Dr. Byrnes
was ready to send his patient away.

“Do you know what was the first
thing that this young lady did before
I had time to begin my ministrations ¥’
he jocularly Inquired, and though the
girl looked up at him with imploring
eyes, he persisted. *“Why, she fainted
away, and if she had to do it she
cculdn’t have chosen a more proper oc-
caslon. There I was, with all the
known remedies at hand, and I pro-
ceeded to use them, with the most sa-
tisfactory results as you may see. [
don’t think you will have any further
trouble in going home: and now that
ghe has been well dosed and well ban-
daged, the best thing she can do is to
eat a hearty luncheon.”

Once again settled in the cab, we
were but a few moments' drive from

_su- Walter Tressidy’'s house in Park

lane, as I knew to my Intense regret.
With wily forethought, however. I sug-
gested golng somewhat out of our way
to the establishment of a certaln bi-
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that had passed sinece then had severed
the threads of intense emotion’ that
had for the moment united 1%, and she
evidently repenting her frankness, avag
visibly i1l at ease. It was oniy at the
door that her manmer warmed a little
toward me again.

“Yes, 1 belleve T am quite all right,”
she said, in answer to a question. “I
shall not even have a suspicion of a
limp.” S8he held out her hand to me,
and did not try to draw it away,
though I held it rather longer and
more tightly than conventionality
might have approved. “You will come
—s8o0on—to see Lady Tressldy and me?”
she asked softly.

“I thought of calling
afternoon, May I?™

“I shall be glad—very glad. Never
shall 1 forget your kindness to_me to-
day. Don't think me any more—odd—
than yon can help. Good-by."

Before 1 could begin to tell her how
impossible 1t would be to think any
save the most reverent thoughts of her
she was gone, and a clond seemed sud-
denly to darken my sky.

to-morrow

CHAPTER VIII.

At Lady Tressidy’s at home the next
day 1 had scarcely more than a glance
and a swmile from Miss Cunningham,
and then 1 foumd myself obliged to
converse with simelated amfability to
a seml-young woman, who was anxi-
ous 1 should know how often she had

neard of me and my “travels,” and
that she had read the two or three
books 1 had been idiot enough to
write. ITalf an hour passed. I had been
passed on to the other ladies, who
seeme<d in my prejudiced eves to bear
an astonishing likeness both in mind
and face, % the first of the series.
Three or four people had gone. One
or two pew ones had coma in, but
at last 1 had had the good fortune to
escape from the latest on my list of
acquaintances,

1 could still see Karine. She had got
rid of one of her adorers, but had a
couple yet in hand, and it appeared to
me that she would not be sorry to bid
them adien.

contrived an escape, and was finding
my way toward Karine, when, before
I had reached her, 1 saw her start,
staring past me with a white frozen
look on her face that for the moment
blotted out much of its innocent youth-
fullness and beauty.

She was gazing in the direction of
the door with dark, dilated eyes and
lips tightly closed in a line of scarlet
that faded to the palest pink.

It was as though into the midst of
the gossip and laughter and brilllant
light had crept a spectre which she
alone could see. Some such look I had
seen In the eyes of a dove which had
been offered up as food for a constrie.
tor. Involuntarily 1 turned and glanced
behind me,

No nrme had been announced though
I had heard the opening and closing of
the door, and now, as I faced round in
that direction, I saw that Sir Walter
Tressidy and Carson Wildred had
come in together.

Svidently this was not Wildred's

had nelther hat nor stick. He moved
forward by his companion’s side with
the unmistakably assured air of the
friend of the house, and I instinctively
understood that he had lunched with
the Tressidys, and since that time been
closeted on some business of import-
ance with his host.

1 was determined that the former
should not approach her (as he seemed
inclined to do) if I counld prevent it

1 hurried to Karine accordingly and
shut her away from the room, with a
pair of broad shoulders, with an air
of monopolizing her which I should
not have dared at any other time to
assnme. But was 1 not her friend?
Had I not the right to protect her, If 1
could, from all that I believed to be
distasteful to her?

Presently the callow youths whose
claims I had hardly considered, seemed
to melt away, and I was left alone
with her, People were golng and it
was getting late, no doubt, but I did
not yet mean to follow thelr example.
After all— despite my dismal presages
—it did appesar that I was to have her
for at least a moment or two to myself.

I had kept my word, I had outstayed
them all—all but Carson Wildred.

“Have you quite recovered from
yesterday's accldent?” 1 asked, glad to
share even so Insignificant a secret
with her.

“Yes: oh, yes!” She spoke hurriedly,
and ber eyes had moved, under a veil
of lashes, te the distant group near the
fireside—Lady Tressidy, Carson and
8ir Walter.

\ \|

/

SHE GAZED AT THE DOOR.

Yon haven't reco: sidered your prom-
Ise that I should ' your friend?”

She turned to n.  quickly., and her
eyes brimmed wit!. unshed tears. “So
many things In n. life, though it is
not so very long & yet, have come to
me too late. Even—my friends—some-
times.”

Before I could beg her to tell me
what she meant Lady Tressldy had
called her name, und she sprang up
obediently. I followed suit cf course.
+ “Come here, my dear girl. Mr. Stan-

us, and I can’t resist the temptation
to take you lito our circle andourcon-
fidence.” sald the elder woman gra-
ciously. *“It is just settled that this
sweet adopted child of ours Is to leave
us—and at short notice, too. She and
Mr. Wildred arc going to be married.”

CHAPTER IX
“Too late!” the words that Karine

had just spoken echoed in ears ik
a koell of doom. e .
ndous
tood

seconds, that

seemed, I naralyzed by

‘ to speak. m-um-n

+ Karine. Her eyes :_emed to have been
walting for mine, .ad for an Instant [
held them with my zaze, until they fell
and velled the ans: er mine bad asked
with long shadowy lashes.

It was perbaps the bhardest task I
had ever been forced to perform when
after that omnioas pause which doubt-

than to the eothers, I beld out my
hand as T was exvected to do, taking
Miss Cunningham's fce-cold fingers in
mine and wishing her bappiness. |

Then T was obliged to turn te Wlld-|
red, in whose eyes I saw, or fancied | |
saw, a malicious light of comprehen- '

hand [ would not take,

“It is bhardly necessary to tu-
late you,” 1 said haltingly. “You are
one of the most fortunate men in the
world.”

“Aud the most undeserving¥ It was
he who added the words, as though he
had read them in my own mind. ]

I have a dim recollection of saying
pomncthing more or less conventional to
Bir Walter and Lady Tressidy, and
then, at last, 1 got away.

I bud fancied that not to have her

At length, however, as I said, 1 had '

first entrance, for, like 8ir Walter, he '

ton, this is quite a momentous day for !

{that he should have been gullty of any

face before my eyes, that not to endure
the pang of seeing them together, and
o eseape into the open air, would re-

Jleve the tension of my feelings. But
it was not so. The moment the door
Liad closed behind me the agony of the

thought that I bad seen her perhaps
for the last time, and the poignaney of

| my regret that 1 had not been able to

put to her one question which rang in
my brain, became well-nigh unendur-
wble.

| 1 walked aimlessly in the darkness,
knowing not and earing not where 1
went. I heard a clock strike eight, real-
izing suddenly that 1 was far from my
hotel, and that 1 had wearied myself
uselessiy,

! T hailed a cah and drove back to the
Savoy. from a distant and more or less
{to me) unknown region of London. |

As | entered the hotel, my eyes dasz-
#zled by the sudden brilliant light, I
could hardly for an instant believe
that it was not an optieal illusion
when | saw in the flesh the face that
‘hml been haunting me.

There had been a dreary drizzle of
rain outside, and I was consclous that
my long wanderings through muddy |
streets had rendered meunpresentable.
Still my wish had been granted me.
There stood Karine Cunningham, in
, white from head to foot; a long soft
evening cloak, with shining silver
threads straying over its snowy sur-
face, hung loosely "about her, for she
had fastened it at the throat, and I
could see a gleam of a bare neck, hung
with a rope of pearis, and the delicate
folds of chiffon belted in with jewels
at her girlish walst.
| Her head was turned aside and
slightly bent, a light from above
streaming down on her uncovered hair,
 and transforming the copper Into gold. |

Sir Walter and Lady Tressidy were |
close by—not six feet away—and all
were evidently walting for some one— |
, Carsoh  Wildred, no doubt, 1 bitterly |
told myself,

None of the party had as yet seen
me. Sir Walter and his wife were talk- |
ing very earnestly together, and had
perhaps moved a few steps from the
young girl that their words might not
be overheard by her.

I knew that, If I were wise. I would
at once take myself off without an-
nouncing my presence, but a sudden
fmpulse seized and overmastered me.
It was a desperate one, doubtless, but
none the less alluring and powerful be-
cause of that.

i

CHAPTER X.

less seemed fur more prolonged to me I

Without giving myself a second for
further reflection, and with the blood
surging to my temples, I found myself,
with a few strides, beside her. Mud-
stalned boots and trousers were for-
gotten. 1 would waste no time in apol-
ogizing for my appearance.

What she must have thought of my
pale and eager face, suddenly bent’
over 1 do not know. She uttered no
exclamation, however. Without one
spoken word I made her see that the.
must come with me, and the quick
realization of my power over her, as
she laid her hand upon my arm unhesi-
tatingly, thrilied me to thé very core
of my being.

I led her down the hall 10 a small
public drawing room, and not once did

tional as was the adventure In which
she was engaged.

Luckily the place was empty, save
for two elderly Frenchwomen, who
gossiped and gabbled with their heads
close together on a sofa in & corner.

“What is it—oh’ what Is t?" ques-
tioned Karine. “Quick! there will only
be a moment, I know, for they will see
that I have gone, and will soon find me
here.”

Without any preface I came straight
to the asking of the bald, crude ques-
tion which was in my mind to ask.

“For the sake of—our fiendship.
Miss Cunningham forgive me, and tell
me whether you love Carson Wildred ¥’

She started and quivered almost as
though 1 had struck her a blow, and
her large, frightened eyes studied mine
for a long second without answering,
Then she sald, simply: “No my friend,
1 do not —love him."

“Yet you bhave promised to marry
him ¥

.-Ye“-"

“And you mean to carry
promise?”

“Yes uniess”—

“Unless what?"

“Something—happens to prevent me.

“If you do not love him something
shall prevent. Let me help you. For
Heaven's sake, let me! Only give me
an idea how it can best be done—I ask
no more. I will teach you what such a
friendship as mine ean have the power
to do.”

“You are very kind,” she said, gently
and sadly. “I am not looking forward
to any great degree of heppiness in
my life, but 1 daresay, after all, I shall
get on as well as most women. I don't
think anything will happen to prevent
~what we were speaking of,,,

“Why, is it to come so soon, then?" [
questioned impetuously.

“In six weeks., It was all arrnnged'
to-day”—wlith a soft little sizh at the
end of her sentence,

“Tell me this: Are you in any way
being forced into the marriage?”

“Not by people—exactly. Only by
circumstances. I—I caun't tell you any
! more, though believe me, I am grate-

ful for all you mean, and all you would
do for friendship’'s sake.”

“Tell me what could prevent it
persisted imploringly. *“If you found
that he was wnworthy would that”—

She half smiled, though without any
mirthfulness. “There are so many de-
grees of unworthiness, aren't there?
And I am not near enough to perfec-
tion to belleve myself a judge.”

“If he had committed a crime? |
went desperately on.

“Ah, then! But It l# wrong to wish

out that

wickedness. I thing Mr. Stanton,

must talk no more of this—you and' I}
I bave always: had'a. horror. of disloyal-
(L g

"‘l‘ know.'" I said, “that [ have done
an unheard of thing in thus stealing
you away from your friends to ask you

. questions whieh only the most intimate

friends could claim the right to ask,
but™-—

“Oh, she cried impulsively. “Some-
ow you and I bave bridged over
years. You are gool to me—don't
think I will misunderstand. L shall gj.

ways remember you and—what you
would have done for me.

“What I shall try yet to do, in spite
of all.” 1 amended. 1 meant to leave

slon and triumphant def . But his ‘Ennlﬂnd soon, but now —I shall stay.

“Yes—stay.” She falntly echoed;
“though yon must leave me now. 1
—weuld rather anything than that
youn were with me when they come te
me. I will make some excuse for hav-
ng separated myself from them. Only
1 now—please go!™

As she spoke outside in the hall we
neard volces and footsteps coming
nearer.

[Te be continued.]

Somall Life,

The camel yields them wHlk—fre-
quently the only food of the natives—
gives them meat and hides, facilitates
iransport from one place to another,
and ferms the means of exchange,
which at any moment it is possible to
barter for other artieles, thus taking
the place of money. The Somalis also
accommadate their existence to the
wants of the camels; they go with the
Lerd wherever pasture is best, or
where 1ain has recently fallen: and on
this account one may frequently not
find the troce of a village where yes-
terday a place was full of life and peo-
ple. The aamels, in fact, carry away
the village on their backs miles dis-
tant. ® % ® Such are the chief
events in the lifc of a Somali. Every-
thing ix governed according to some
ancient unwritten law, not contained
in any codex, not dictated by any
tribunai, but still saecredly observed
and carried out for centuries through-
out the wkole region inhabited by the
Somalis.—"Sport in Somaliland.”

Pathetie Incldent of Hoer War,

A bit of pathes in the stern circum-
etances of war is desceribed in a letter
from an English nurse serving in the
military hospital at Ladysmith. She
writes: “A touching scene happened
yesterday. One of the Gordons had
his arm amputated. A Boer in the
next bed had his arm taken off in ex-
actly the same place. 1 took charge of
the latter as he was brought from the
theater, and oA his becoming con-
scious the two poor fellows eyed each
other very much, till our good-natured
Tommy could bear it no longer. ‘Sis-
ter," he called, *give him two cigarettes
out of my box, and tell him I sent
them. Here is a match; light one for
bhim." I took the cigarettes and the
message to the Boer, and he turned
and looked at Tommy in amazement,
and then, quite overcome, he burst
into tears. Tommy did the same, and
I am afraid I was on the point of join-
ing in the chorus, but time would not
permit."—Cincinnati Enquirer,

When a Man Speaks Firat,

“l suppose we ought to have the
bouse painted this spring,” sald Mr.
Greenough.

“have you enough money put by
to have it done?" his wife asked.

“Yes,"” he said, pleased at the inter-
est she took in the matter. “I've been
laying away a little every month for it,
and when I counted up, the other night,
I found that the fund amounted to
something llke $250."

“Oh, George,” the exclaimed, “that
will be just enough to buy a lovely dia-
mond I was looking at yesterday. Dia-
monds are going up on account of the
war in Africa. Paint lsn't!”

Then he begun wondering why man
was ever blessed with the gift of
apeech anyway.—Chicago Times-Her-
ald.

Diverced Thirtr-Five Times,
The case ismentioned in & Chineso pa-

she hesitate or look back, unconven- Per of a native, aged 40, who has mar-

ried and divorced 35 wives, and is now
married to the thirty-sixth. He was
first marrled at 18, and the reason as-
slgned for this extraordinary example
of inconstancy is that he has a younger
sister of extremely jealous and ran-
corous disposition, who, from the mo-
ment that a bride enters the house, in-
stitutes a system of persecutiou, which
soon drives the unhappy woman to ask
her husband for a divorce. — N. Y.
Worid.

" Ausiriam Court Customs,

In the Austrian court it is contrary
to custom for perishable articles to
appear twice on the imperial table. The
result is large perquisites for the at-
tendants. To one man fall all uncorked
bottles, to another the wine left in the
glasses, to another the joints, and to
another still the game or the sweets,
Every morning & sort of market is held
In the basement of the palace, where
the Viennese come to purchase the re-
mains.—N. Y. Post,

A Salamander Tree.

In the savannabs of South America
there grows a tree called by the natives
chaparro, which not only is not injured
but actually benefited by prairie fires.
The thick bark resists the amction of
the flames, and the hard seeds are sup-
plied with a kind of wings, owing to
which they are scattered broadeast
by the strong wind whkich accompanies
a fire.—Cleveland Leader,

Feundal Syatem in Sweden.
There is a special class of farm la-
borers in Sweden who are given so
many acres of-land for their own use,

! in consideration for so many days’ labor

during the period for the owner of the
farm. They are a sort of fixture to an
estate, and their iike exists in no other
country.—N. Y, Sun.

Sadden,

Amateur Photographer (touring In
the western states)—Pardon me, sir,
but would you object to my taking your
daughter just as she is?

Farmer Greene—Wa-al, this is sud-
den; but take her and be happy. Keep
your eyes on him, Sal, till I scoot round
for th' parson.—Tit-Bits. )

At the Wronyg Shop. -
Customer—I want a watch that will
withstand the usage of a healthy 13-
rear-old boy.
Jeweler—S8orry; but the armor mille

that are now all busy with government con-
a8 L havo promised to be his wite wel *8ets.—Baltimore BSun. ’

|

They Wene Nice Pitte,

“Mister,” said’ the small boy h'; the
druggist, “give me another of
them pills you sold father the day be-
fore yesterany.™

“Are they doing him good? asked
the chemist, lwoking pleased.

“1 d'no-whether they're doing father
any good or not, but they're good for
me. They just fit my new air gun.”—
Cincinnati Enquirer.

No Canse to Worry.

“I suppose,” he said, as they undu-
lated around the hall. “that my moth-
er would be awfully worried if she
knew 1 was here. She's very religious
and thioks it is a terrible sin_ to
dance.”

“Ob, pever mind,” the girl said,
“She wogldn't know you were dancing,
even if she saw you."—Chicago Times-
Lerald.

Lotus Enters,
Youth drgams of the future, Age dreams
of tH® past,
Their life-days far off thus adorning:
But the life of ts-day wears no glamour,
and they

Both hate to get ap in the morning,
~~Puck.

ATWENTIETHCENTURY CEREMONY,

L1

She (hypochondriac)—You'll remem-
Yer all my instructions, dear, about my
“uneral, won't you?

.l"es-’U

“Have I left out anything?"

“Yes. You haven’t requested to be
buried alive, so that you can enjoy
the funeral."—Harlem Life.

Same Old Lesson,
For elghty-seven miserly years
He pinched, and scraped, and shaved,
And found, when his soul had left its clay,
That the cent or two he'd given away
Was all that he had saved.
—Chlcago Tribune.

The Sad Feature of Ity

“The salary of the czar of Russia
amounts to about $1,000 an hour.”

“Well, 1'd hate to have a job of that
kind.”

“*Why 2"

“It would break my heart to bave
to lay off an hour or two some day, and

perhaps get docked."—Chicago Times-
Herald.

The Proper Thing.

She—I1sn’t that a duck of a bonnet Dr,
Cubeb's wife has on?

He—Yes, and it’s very appropriate,
too.

She—How so?

He—Iler husband’s a quack.—Chica-
go Daily News.

A Solution.

He—I wonder why it iz that married
women are so much more interesting
than single ones?

She--Probably because they have
learned how to conceal their opinion of
men.—Puck.

Sounih African Item. "
Newspaper Man—I should like to te!-
egraph home that the commanding
general is an idiot.
Censor—I regret to inform you that
we can permit the transmission of no
military secrets.—Tit-Bits.

To Get Revenge.

“I bate him!"™ she exclaimed. *“I

would do anything I could to make him
miserable.,”

“Then why don’t you marry him?™"

asked her dearest friend sweetly.—Chi-

cago Post.

High School Progress,

Mrs. Church—Has your boy learned
anything since he has been going to
school ?

Mrs. Gotham—Oh, yes; he's learned
to smoke cigurettes.—Yonkers States-
man.

Not the Oaly One.
“Skinflint is gifted with second;
sight.”
“I didn't know that.”
“Yes, he always looks at a dollar
twice before he spends it.”—Town
Topics.

A Fraud,

Miss McCarlem—Thot piano lamp ye
sold me is no good, an' Ui want yem
to take it bacl.

Dealer—Eh? Why?

Mrs. McCarlem—Divil a chune com
we git out of it.—N. Y. Weekly.

Where Ignorance Is Bliss,
“Whose new silk umbrella is this
you've brought home?"
“I don't know."
“Don't know ?"
“No; and what's more, I don't want
to know."—Chicaga Record.

Behind Her Back.

He — Abh, that Miss Rockinghag
has a face that looks as if it might have
been cut out of marble.

She—Yes; I have often moticed her
itony stare.—Chicago Times-Herald.

Cuastomary Duty.

Biggs—What is the first duty of a
man coming to America? .

Rangs—The duty he pays on every-
thing he brings with bhim.—Harlem
Life.

8100 REWARD 8)). -

The readers of this

will be
pleased to learn ithat

ere is at least

bewen able to cure in all its s
that is Oatarrh. Hall's QCatarrh
is the only positive cure known to
-edi:inl l!nu-rn;t’. Onmhmbolu'.n
eongtitutional dizesse, requ s
stitational srestment. Hall's Unm
Cure is taken internally, acting direct-
Iy upon the blood and mueous surisces
of the system, thereby destroying the
foundation of the diseass, snd giving
the patient strength by building up
constitution and assisting nature i
doing its work. The proprietora ha
0 much faith in its curative powerl,
that they offer One Hundred Dollara
for any ease that it fails to cure. Send
for list of testimonials.

Md??' C & Qo.,

. 4. CuEsE¢
Toledo, O.

EFr-Sold by sll druggists, 760.

SECOND TO NONE
Woman's Corner Stone-
Beneficial Ass'n.
Incorporated March, 1897

OFFICE - 502 W, LEIOH
Authorised Capital, $5,000.

Olaims promptly paio as soon ss sas-
isfactory noties of sickness or death ir
placed in home office.

OFFICERS:

Louaisa E. Williams, -

Kate Holmes, - « Viee-President,

Bettie Brown, - = Treasarer,

Mi Cooke Jones, Beo. 4 Bus. Man.
Boarp or Pmmrcrora.

Louisa E. Williams, Kats Holmes
Mattie F. Johnson, Ann M. Johnson
Bettie Brown, Mildred O. Jones.

DR. D. A. FERGUSON,

Dentist,
Gold Crown and Bridge Work.. Bsoutl'
Attention paid to Children’s' Teeth.
Office, 110 E. Leigh Bt.,

WWSCOTT
808 N. 2ND STREET.

Hair Cutting. Shaving and Bhampoo.
ing in First Class Style. Tonserisl

Aparirents now open to recsive yom,
Call and see me. tf.

MONEY

Open an Account with Us

We will lend you any amount.from
$6 to $1200 to back.in small
weekly psyments. Bomething new,
arely matual snd tekes the place of a
Buzkuaounno 8 of small meana
Terms reasonable. Address or eall om

THE U. 8. RUTUAL BANKING 00.
Room 7, Ebel Building,
832 EastMain Street.

The Custale House,

702 E. BROAD ST.

Having remodeled my bar, and hav-
ey g e L BT e
the same old stand.

Cholce Wines, Liquors and

Claars.
FIRST CLASS RESTAURANT.
Meals At All Howurs,
New 'Phone, 1281. Wm. Custale, Prop

H. F. Jonathan,
Fish, Oysters & Produce

120 N. 17th St., Richmond, Va

——

Orders will reesive prompt attension
Phone. 157.

Dr. Humphreys’

Specifics cure by acting direotly upon
the disease, without exciting disorder in
any other part of the system.
.o CURES. rRrCE.,
t—Feovers, Congestions, Inflammations. B35
S—Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colle.., B8
2—Teslhing, Colle, Crying, Wakefulness 235
4—Dlarrhea, of Children or AdultS.eeee D5
7—Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis. .....ccceeee B
S—Neuralgia, Tooth Faceach
9—Headache, Sick H Vertigo.. 25
10—Dyspepaia, Indigestion, Weak Stomach, 35
11—Suppressed or Palnful Periods. ...
12—Whites, Too Profuse Perlods. .. ...ee
13—Creoup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness......
14—8alt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eroptions..
15—Rh tlam, Bh Palns.
16—Malaria, Chills, Fover and Ague. ...,
19—Catarrh, Influsnza, Cold In the Head
“—-.mw‘ -------- rrass s see
b e T 1 T —
D6—Nervous Debllity...... cccivviesenses 100
30—Urinary Weakness, Wotting Bed. ... .28
TT—Grip, Hay Pever........... BB

H

§

j

P p———

Orders by

Old "Phone 686

W. I. Johnson,

FUNERAL DIRECTOR & EMBLAMER
Office and Warerooms: 207 N. Foushes St., near Broad.

~--HACKS FOR HIRE-~
Tel Telegraph promptly filled. Wed
Whltm New 'Phone 4fic

one dreaded disease that science  ham -




